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MAURYA. If it isn't found itself, that wind is raising the sea,
and there was a star up against the moon, and it rising in the
night. If it was a hundred horses, or a thousand horses, you
had itself, what is the price of a thousand horses against a son
where there is one son only ?
HARTLEY [working at the halter,, to CATHLEEN]. Let you go
down each day, and see the sheep aren't jumping in on the
rye, and if the jobber comes you can sell the pig with the black
feet if there is a good price going.
MAURYA. How would the like of her get a good price for
a pig?
BARTLEY [to CATHLEEN]. If the west wind holds with the
last bit of the moon let you and Nora get up weed enough
for another cock for the kelp. It's hard set we'll be from this
day with no one in it but one man to work.
MAURYA. It's hard set we'll be surely the day you're drowned
with the rest. What way will I live and the girls with me, and
I an old woman looking for the grave ?
[BARTLEY lays down the halter., takes off his old coat, and
puts on a newer one of the same flame!.
BARTLEY [to NORA]. Is she coming to the pier ?
NORA [looking out}. She's passing the green head and letting
fall her sails.
BARTLEY [getting his purse and tobacco}. I'll have half an
hour to go down, and you'll see me coming again in two
days, or in three days, or maybe in four days if the wind is
bad.
MAURYA [turning round to the fire and putting the shawl over
her head}. Isn't it a hard and cruel man won't hear a word
from an old woman, and she holding him from the sea ?
CATHLEEN. It's the life of a young man to be going on the
sea, and who would listen to an old woman with one thing
and she saying it over ?
BARTLEY [taking the halter}. I must go now quickly. I'll ride
down on the red mare, and the grey pony'll run behind me. . , ,
The blessing of God on you.                                  [He goes out.
MAURYA [crying out as he is in the door}. He's gone now,
God spare us, and we'll not see him again. He's gone now.